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A CAUTION AGAINST EBRIETY. 
— 2 


E sprightly Vouths who in gay splendor live, 
. May ye instruction from these lines receive; 
My simple poem with attention read, 
No longer in ebriety proceed. — 
The certain fact which I shall now deelare 5 
Was at a village done in Monmouthshire. 
A Curate there, it seems of birth and fame, 
Did long reside, Sir Philip call'd by name; 
He liv'd a calm, but solitary liſe, | 
Because prohibited to take a wife, | Io 
But tho' from the fair sex he must refrain, 

Because the popish tenets him restrain, 

He would not long in solitude remain; 
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4 TRE GOAT, OR 4 CAUTION - 
But took a kid, and rear'd it to a goat— 


Sir Philip on this animal did doat. - &$ 
The goat was foying, tratable, and kind, © 

Which often pleas'd his Mastcr's curious mind. 

It follow'd him, and kept him in his eye, 

And in his sta ely room did nightly lie; 

Whene'er he to his sacred duty went, 20 


The goat accompany'd with full consent: 


He'd run before, and leap o'er ev'ry stile, 


Which pleasing sight oft made the Curate smile; 


Ent ring the Church, the service did comm2nece, 

In waich the vulgar could perceive no sense: 25 
For twas perform'd in the old latin tongue, 

Which could not edify an english throng. 
Meanwhile the goat i' the porch could hear and sce, 
Tho' he within must not admitted be: | 
By near acceſs he heard his Master's voize, 30 
Whose pleasing accents did Lis heart rejoice, | 
While ke with warmth his audience did addreſs, 
And rev'rence deep did ev'ry breast poſseſs, 

ho goat contented, near the steeple Jay, 

And knew the language too— as well as they, 35 


The service ofer, they to an inn repair'd, 


Vo drink, and spend what eash they'd Jately spar'd; 
| | When 
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AGAINST EBRIFTY, $ 
When enter'd, each one took his proper place ; 
Sir Philip's presence did their converse grace. 
While they regil'd themselves with wine or beer, 40 | 
To diſsipate their fears, their spirits chear : 
The goat without, a meet aſsy lum found, 
Could sleep in peace, no troubles did surround: 
Sometimes they'd him invite into the room, 
Nor did the yielding goat refuse to come; 45 
His coming did exhilerate the mind 
Of Gentlemen to mirth jocose inelin'd. 
But soon his Master from the inn retir'd, 
And his goat's.company he then desir'd, | 
They to their neat apartment too% their Ways 50 
And slept seeure till the return of day. 
This was continu. for a little space, 
Till some vile rusties destitute of grace, 
While drinking and carousing at the inn, 
Compal id the goat to drink, which was a sin: 85 
The ale ke drank did him intoxicate, 
And as (it might be in the ev'ning late) 
Pafsing a bridge, he in the river fell, 
His strange surprize no human tongue can tell q 
Shiv'ring he stoad, awhile his fears inereas d, 60 
But scon reviv'd, his Master's footsteps trac'd; 
| Yet 


6 THE GOAT, OR A CAUTION 

Yet form'd this resolution in his breast, 

He'd for the future at a distance rest : 

Until his much-lov'd Master home did venture, 
But never more would in the ale-house enter. 65 


Thus you may sce my friends, the brute creation 


Choice leſsons give to this our sinful nation: 


Leſsons, which may of greatest moment be, 

If like the goat we can our folly see. 

The goat was careful never to repeat 76 
A crime which threaten'd him with RE great, 


But man, who boasts of wisdom, skil! and art, 


Repcats the crime which often caus'd him smart, 


Visits the place where he with much expence, 

Has often drown'd his reason and his sense : 75 
Revisits daily that pernicious place 

Where liquor rendcrs him who's void of grace 


Leſs rational than the unthinking brute, 


While he unheedful, loves his rash pursuit. 


Blush ye unthinking youths who take delight 80 
To riot in exceſs both day and niglit: 
Ye sons of diſsipation, young and gay, 
Who waste your golden hours in mirth and play, 
You who with pleasing admiration view 
The dire licentious course you still pursue, © 85 
- | Review 
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: AGAINST EBRIETY. _ 7 
Review the liquor sparkling in your bowls, 
Yet how unmindful of your precious souls: 
Rustics, he warn'd, your folly leave, I pray, 
Ye who sit boozing at the inn all day 
While your poor offspring's feast is Scarce a crust, go 
And at tae limpid brook they quench their thirst ; 
Your frugal partner, tho' opprest with care, 
For your refreshment viands does prepare; 
She waits for your return, but waits in vain, 
Her husband's abse ner does her bosom pain, 95 
At length yon stagger home, do her deride, 


Ah! misereant vile, t' abuse a loving bride. 


One species of this vice doth yet remain, 


Which strikes the pious mind with pungent pain; 

Tis drunkenneſs in one advanc'd in years; 100 

This fin almoſt unparellel'd appears: 

Tho' the voluptuary aged grows, 

Believes the scene of life muſt ſhortly close, 

And knows he cannot long continue here 

Yet in wine-bibbing ſtill will perſevere. 105 
Th' unerring word declares that liars all, 

T hat murd'rers, yea and drunkards ſhall 

Have no inheritance amongſt the bleſt. 

Where ſaints in never-ending glory reſt. 


8 THE GOAT. 
Bluſh then, ye drunkards, and your fully mourn, 110 
Now to the Lord with contrite hearts return, | 
Mercy implore from 11M who reigns on high, 
That HE with ſaving grace may you ſupply. 
May ye be turn'd from all your vicious ways, 
And taught to give the great Supreme the praise, 114 
Ta ught to renounce your sinful course of liſe, 
All diſsipation, revelling and hife, 
Nor let it e er be ſaid below the ſky, 
A goat in prudence does vain man outvie.” 119 
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\ N 7 HEN bright aurora gilds the caſtern ſkies, 
I wake, and from my homely couch arise? 


Sweet philomella leaves her tuneful Jay, 


The lark arising, hails the op'ning day, 


The plumed choirs with cheerful accents rise, 5 


And chaunt their mattins in th' etherial ſæies; 


The whole creation ſeems combin'd to raiſe 
A ſacred anthem to their Maker's praiſe. 
I riſe inveſted with my tatter'd dreſs, 


Much like my poor imperfect righteousneſs, 


( May I be clothed with the robe divine, 
That robe which doth ſupcrb attire outſhine ) 


Theſe in nocturnal hours my cov'ring were, 
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From chilling blaſts, and from th' inclement air; 
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10 THE POOR BO TAN IST. 


Theſe ſcreen'd me from the cold in ſome degre e, 
Yet much I felt the light I gladly fee ; 
But why ſhould I diſtruſt, or e'er repine, 


Let me my will to providence resign ; 


© The Saviour ſlumber'd in as mean a bed, 


He'd ſcarce a place whereon to lay his head. 20 


I fnfier much, perhaps for ſome good ends, 


To ſoothe my fears, the Lord may raiſe me friends. 


I bleſs his name who hath my frame upheld, 


Then leave my houſe, and walk the dewy field. 
Bright phœbus rising, darts a cheering beam, 2 
Awakes my muſe, I chuſe fome fav'rite theme, 
Urania now my heaving breaſt inſpire, 3 
And touch my languid mind with ſacred fire; 
Let that my topie be, my aim and end, 
Whence real profit ſprings to foe or friend. 


6d 
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In this retreat I taſte the vernal breeze, 
Fxplore the verdant plants, and tow'ring trees, 
Reject each baneful herb, and chuſe the good, 
Buch as are fit for medicine or food. 2 
Choſe which I in the fields and meads have found, 


k ſaſe referve to heat my n-i9hbqur's wound. 29 
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Here Saxifraga alba, Gromell too, | pes 
And Parſley piert moſt plentifully grow; 
With theſe good herbs ſome ſervice might be done, 
Wich eaſe t' expel the gravel and the ſtone. 40 
Here's Golden rod too ſor this purpoſe ſent, 

Thoſe pungent keen ſenſations to prevent; i | 
Why ſhould my friends in waſting grief remain, LR 

Or ſuffer with excruciating pain? | 

ILheſe wholeſome med'cines, if by heaven bleſt, 45 
Sure anodynes will prove, and give them reſt, | 

Bright sol aſcending, ſpendid light diſplays, | 
Revives the landſcapes with meridian rays ; 
The dews diſpel'd, all nature now 100%ks gay, 

'Th' cnamel'd fields appear in bright array ; 50 
But while theſe ſultry rays the air pervade, 
J leave the fields, and walk the ſylvan ſhade; 
Within the grove ſome curious herbs I ſee, 
To heal the sick, and ſet the wounded free; 
Here Tormentilla with its ſearching parts, 55 
Expels the pois nous venom from our hearts; 
By perſpiration 'twill the cure effect, 

In needful ſeaſon nc'er this herb negleR. | 
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7 12 THE POOR BOTANTST: 
i An emblem this of hearts defil'd by sin, 


And his rich love who makes them pure and clcan, 60 
Who onee perſpir'd with agonizing pain, | 
To cleanſe our hearts from ev'ry guilty ſtain : 


Come needy sin- sick patients as ye are, 


Nor e er reject the kind Physician's care, 
| He knows your griefs and pains, and will impart 65 
A Reviving cordials to each humble heart. 
| . Betonica ſyiveſiris rears its head, 
_ More high arising from its pulv'rous bed; 
. Cephalic virtues in this herb remain, 
. To chaſe each dire disorder from the brain: 70 
: Delirious perſons here a cure may find, 7 
1 To ſtem the frenzy, and to calm the mind, 
N But now by toil and fervent heat depreſt, 5 
| f Beneath a ſpreading oak awhile I ref, 1 
| | | Here I refſect on that ſuperior Power 75 
| W hoſe pencil ting'd each varicgated flower ; 
Thy | No leſs than the Supreme-o'er heav'a and arth, 
F Whofc fiat gave this gay creation birth; 
„ To read his ſacred word I now incline, 
[| And view 1:35 grace and, power in ev'ry line; 80 
n | SeleA 
- 


7 
Þ 
7 - 
2 
1 
7 
Tl 
. 
1 
py 
7 
. 4 
"4; 
"= 
+] 
2 
3 
* 
. 
"TH 
= 
Ka 
RY . 
OS 
* 
* 
F 
* 


r ry nes ee re try eee er ES 


THE" POOR” BOTANIST\ 
Select ſome paſſages, the book I cloſe, 
Then take my pen a poem to compoſe : 
To neighbours thus J friendly cautions give, 
Vho knows but ſome may real good receive. 
To find more herbs todo th' afflicted good, 
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85 


T quit the grove, and range th' extensive wood, 


One precious plant preſented to my view, 

Is Sanicula in its lovely hue: 

This is a beauteous, precious herb indeed, 
To eure internal ails in time of need; 

With other herbs, it heals external wounds, 
The praiſe of this in ev'ry place reſounds; 

J Il plant it in my garden, there twill grow, 


That all my friends its real worth may know. 


Ranging rhe trackleſs vale, at length I find 
An herb long ſought for with attentive: mind; 
Tis Herba paradis, it is but ſmall, 


The vulgar this rare plant herb true- love call; 


A curious pant, by authors known full well, 
With other heibs all poiſon to expel. | 
50 if we ſearch the ſcriptures, there we find 


i'rns-15ve expels the poiſon of the mind: 
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14 THE POOR BOTANIST. 


True love expands the heart to foe or friend, 
But moſt to rcal Chriſtians 'twill extend. 
The ſun deſcends towards the weſtern ſkies, 105 
Denſe clouds t' obſcure the atmoſphere ariſe; 
Rapid I to my rural cot repair, 
My veſtment ſcarce defends from chilling air; 
My languid breaſt ſor ſome refreſhment pants, — 
But firſt III sct my curious herbs and plants; 110 
Theſe may compenſate all my toilſome hours, 
If water's foon by fertilizing ſhow'rs. 
I in my garden little room beſtow 
At preſent, for herbaceous plants to grow, 
Tis with potatoes now almoſt replete, 115 
So that the herbs and they together meet. 
To lovely fruit- trees, and a ſpreading vine 
Adorn my garden, why ſhould I repine? 
In ircezing months, if life and health remain, 
Potatoes may my feeble frame ſuſtain ; 120 
And ſhould I have ſucceſs with my ſmall vine, 
My drooping heart may be refreſh'd with wine; 
Should J enabled be, utensils buy, 


Some wholeſome food I 'd often boil or fry: 
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THE POOR BOTANIST. 15 
A friend with me on richeſt herbs may dine, 125 
In mutual peace, and drink domeſtic wine; 
5 Enjoying minds ſerene, and true content, 
Well pleas'd with what the Lord has kindly ſent: 
Tf with the Saviour's gracious preſence bleſt, 
O:r hearts are cheer'd with fo divine a gueſt, 130 | 
More real ſolace 'twill our minds afford, 
0 han all the dainties of the feſtive board; 
No more I'll envy thoſe whoſe: ſumptuous fare 
And luſcious juices oft become a ſnare, 
Who ophir's gold and tyrian purple wear. 135 
Be calm my mind, ſubside ye trying times, 
ö And ſoar my muſe beyond these ſordid elimes, 
Tphere is a table richly ſpread on high, 
In bliſsful mansions bove the azure ſky; 
There rich and poor in peaceful union meet, 140 | 
There ſaints are in their glorious Head complete, 
) Wich joy they on delicious viands feaſt, 
| While recent wine ſupplies the rich repaſt, 
There rich parterres, and lovely gardens view, 
And flow'rets blooming in each beautcous hue, 143 
There limpid ſtreams of pleaſure ever glide — 
The ſcez;e tranſcends terreſtrial pomp and pride! 
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16 kuk POOR BOTANYIST, 


» | Thrice happy ſtate, where foes. no more diſtreſs, 


No haughty tyrant humble ſaints oppreſs, 
All partial pride for over done away, 159 
Pure love ſhines. perfect as meridian day. 
Kind heav'n ſuppreſs thro' faith all anxious fears, 
Give true content in this dark vale of tears, 
Surmounting ev'ry trial on the-road, 
May I aſcend to that ſublime abode : 159 
Gladly I d leave all ſublunary joy, 
And fading ſcenes, which do true: peace deſtroy, 
To join'the favour'd throng with humble ſtrains, 
And sing FREE GRACE and LOVE throughout the 
. bliſsful plains. e 


BUD... 


(FT Stanza 107 of THE G0AT correfed, 
Del murd'rers, ſweaters, yea and drunkards ſhail 


